Thanks for getting your hands on a copy of 
Undercurrent #3. We're happy to present an issue 
full of so many different topics and experiences 
in Kansas City, from tough social issues and 
nuclear concerns, to appreciating our local 
landmarks and the creativity that's happening 
in our town. Through archival newspapers, 
drawings, interviews with locals, and personal 
essay, we examine these experiences from a 
variety of different, unique perspectives. We 
hope that you enjoy these works and are inspired 
to learn more about our fabulous contributors! 

We're also looking for enthusiastic support in 
expanding the project in the next year, to 
increase our readership and seek more curious 
engagement--in addition to uncovering new, 
thoughtful, creative, and social perspectives 
to feature in our zine! We want to see you get 
involved. Drop us a line at undercurrentkc@ 
gmail.com if you have any questions or ideas. 

Thanks, Kansas City! Here's looking at you... 
yeah, YOU! You rock! 



— Editors Stephanie and Amanda 




You are like a heavenly body, a planet, sun, quasar, black hole, etc. You exert a 
gravitational pull on everyone you encounter and likewise they have a gravitational 
pull on you. The fact is, the more time you spend with someone the more like you 
they become and at the same time you are also becoming more like 
them However, not all heavenly bodies are created alike. Some exert more of a 
gravitational pull than others. It is the same with people; some have more 
influence, more charisma, and some are more easily influenced, going with the 
flow, followers. 

We are all followers and leaders in some respect. Don't automatically jump to the 
conclusion that following is worse than leading. Just like leading, it should not be 
our default mode. It is a balance that we must achieve with all those around us. It 
is an art and takes discernment to know when to do which. I like the words to the 
song by John Michael Montgomery . "Life's a dance you learn as you go, 
sometimes you lead and sometimes you follow. Don't worry about what you don't 
know. Life's a dance you learn as you go". If you find that you are always following 
or that you are always leading, it may be a clear indication that you are out of 
balance and in need of a tune-up or re-balancing of sorts. The gravity that one 
heavenly body exhibits on another is what keeps them all in perfect balance 
hanging upon nothing with precision that can hardly be explained. Having gravity 
and allowing gravity to be exerted upon us is what keeps us in perfect balance. 

There are some things that can best be learned when following. Following has 
taught me submission, humility, honor and respect. These are often learned 
initially in our formative years as we submit to our parents, teachers, or others who 
are in authority in our lives, however, these skills should be utilized throughout our 
lives to remain in that state of precisional balance. As you would expect there are 
some things that are often best learned when leading. Leading has taught me to 
do my homework and make sure I am leading from a position of knowledge, 
experience, putting forth my best effort. When leading one often takes on a sense 
of responsibility and ownership as one pours oneself into the endeavor. 

Like heavenly bodies we all have orbits. These are our circles we tend to travel, to 
work, home, to the gym, to church, to the gas station and the grocery store. Those 
other heavenly bodies to which we are the closest are the ones whom we influence 
the most and who influence us the most. Closeness takes on many forms; 
emotional closeness, those with whom we spend the most time, or those who are 
actually in our nearest proximity. We are constantly having an impact on those 
around us. The question I must ask, "Is my impact for the good of those around me 
or to their detriment?". I must ask the same question about those whom l allow to 
have influence and gravity over me. Does it help me to spiral upward or does it 
drag me downward? We all know it is said that "Bad company corrupts good 
character". That short and simple statement is packed with truth. 




IS' VMS. 

While not all heavenly bodies have both a light side and a dark side, planets, 
asteroids, comets, and many others definitely do. Until the day I become energy 
and light (and I will), I too have a dark side, a shadow that travels with me. So do 
you. I can try to deny it, ignore it, and pretend it does not exist, but eventually it can 
be seen by others and myself if I look closely and objectively. Some fear their 
shadow self, but I have learned to acknowledge it, embrace it and use it as part of 
me. Does a carnelian refuse to blend with it's environment saying it is too 
deceptive, I'm more spiritual that that? Or does a spider refuse to spin a web 
because it’s abstaining from insects for religious reasons? Until that nature is taken 
away it is part of me and I will use it as best I can to accomplish my objectives 
using the guiding principals by which I try to live my life. 

Not only are these heavenly bodies subject to both light and shadow, but they are 
bipolar as well, by design. There are two extremes constantly being exerted 
against the heavenly body that keeps it in perfect balance and synchronicity with 
itself and those around it. It is not abnormal or dysfunctional but natural and 



necessary. It is by oscillating between the two extremes that balance is achieved, 
just like riding a bike. You can not be all leaning left or right but seeking to maintain 
a careful and harmonious balance between the two. When an out-of-balance 




condition occurs (often by over correction) for any reason, when it becomes serious 
enough other forces take over and what appeared to be a suspension of gravity is 
lost. The law of aerodynamics is a higher law than gravity. When I adhere to laws 
of aerodynamics it appears that gravity is suspended and I am able to fly, however, 
if I violate any of the precepts of aerodynamics gravity takes over We all know 
what happens then. Maintaining balance, observing all the higher principals allows 
us to fly above the storms where it is always sunny and clear. That's where I want 
to be. 




Image Source: Westport Trucker circa 1976 * Header Source: Kansas City American Oct 30 1902 
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Sex roles explained 



"I ain't buyin' that garbage. It's all 
one sided. I'm going home and burn 
my shorts," are comments overheard 
as people led the lecture given Sept, 
30. by Ms. Betty Bullock. The title of 
the lecture was "Changing Sex Roles 
in the Family." 

Ms. Bullock, part time instructor of 
sociology at Longview, had just begun 
her lecture and asked the question 
"Are there differences between the 
sexes? when the comments began to 
trickle from the audience and 
continued throughout the lecture. 

Basically, males and females go 
through the same process. The have 
the same hormones, but in different 
balance, explained Ms. Bullock. "This 
special thing over here is a male" she 
said as she pointed to a male in the 
audience. This remark brought grunts 
and groans from some of the men. 

Myths about the differences in the 
sexes exist today, but research shows 
there are actually four definite 
differences, Ms. Bullock said. These 
being (1) Males are more aggressive; 

(2) Females have greater verbal ability; 

(3) Males excel in visual-spatial 
ability; (4) Males excel In mathemati- 
cal ability. 

Traditional roles or expected 
behavior assigned by society to males 
and females brought concerned 



remarks Irom the audience. Men are 
expected to bo athlotlc. they are the 
broadwinnor, authority, sexually 
aggressive; opposed to women being 
submissive, passive, feminine, etc. 
These met with remarks directed at the 
statements of rebuttal or support from 
the audience. Ms. Bullock kept the 
participation alive by asking for more 
examples, which came readily. 

Oiscussion of a "Relationship 
Contract" aroused negative leellngs in 
some members, which are reflected In 
remarks such as "She's women lib." 
Ms. Bullock directed herself to such a 
statement by saying that the contract 
held valid questions that should be 
discussed by both partners before 
making any commitment. 

Areas of concern in the contract are 
whether there should be a name 
change, who Is responsible lor birth 
control, who will do household duties, 
how will leisure time be spent, what 
will living arranqements be and how 
will money be handled. 

"This has been something else," "I 
don’t agree with her," and "I’m going 
to charge for my services,” express 
some of the reactions to the 
controversial subject of the changing 
roles of males and females. 

Chartlne Faherty 




24 

By Rachel Krause 



I'm much too neurotic 
to ever be a mayfly. 

If all I had was 24 hours to live 
to dance 
to fly 

and fall in love and 

explore the small sliver of this expansive world, 

I'd probably spend: 

20 hours figuring out how to best spend my time. 
3 hours living 

and 1 hour feeling sad it was over. 

I'm much too stuck in my deadline world 
of restlessness and sadness. 

Flustered by forgotten chores 
or rotting herbs 

\ 

We missed the sunset, too busy 
setting up North Face tents 
^ and talking talk of curry and kombucha 
We stumbled down spiderweb paths 
and gathered on the dock, 
our bug spray-soaked feet dangling in the water. 





This majestic swarm the mayflies 
create 

not zigging or zagging 
but completely in sync. 

If I was a mayfly, 

I'd probably last an hour, before I'd 

Grow tired of bumping butts and hitting heads 

And say, "Fuck this, I'm out." 






How to retain a modicum of self worth 
and still enjoy sleeping in 

by Jesus Lopez-Gomez 

Take a moment to realize how special it is that you 
are here, you are here. Yes: you had a childhood, 

and it was okay, but now you've come to this moment, 
riding the tip of the spear to the present. 

Now, look at the clock: 11 a.m. Look at the sun: 

already bold and high. 

Your friends who made better decisions than you (did 
they make better decisions than you?) are already a 
few hours into their day having fought someone or a 
lot of someones for a coveted spot inside the parking 
tower, having relived your shared okay childhood 
listening to a classic song you'd both know, one you 
could both sing together in matching fals— 

Shut, goes the door and the fantasy. 

What is it now: 11:08. 

These unusual times have always made you feel unusual 
haven't they? Round numbers are best: 11:20, 11:40. 
In between, you're waiting for the half hour like 
someone who senses the planets are aligning: unseen, 
yes, but, but, but— 

Where are we now: 11:10. 

You'll always find this sort of thing wearying. Yes, 
the round number is here, but where have the 10 
minutes gone before it. Were you not the kid unable 
to go a friend's birthday party without thinking 
somberly on when it would end? The middle schooler 
who tried to be cool at big sister's apartment with 
her collegiate friends introduced you to the dizzying 
televised orgasm that is Playstation and shimmering 
beta fishes and "Edward Scissorhands , " which is the 
first time you thought seriously about death (at age 
13), and you, you just, well, where was your mind 
but on the departure: obligatory hug from friends, 
endearments, and now they're just memories. 

You wonder whether there's any value to memories, 
to knowing some cool people at some point and being 
loved by them. 




Jo 




Whether the finality of all experience will stop 
hurting the things that precede it. 

11:12, and now you're ready to get serious (is it 
the coffee ) . 

Let's be honest for second (hah): you're not normal. 
Let's don't even front about the whole thing: you 

are not like the rest. Not in a way that puts a 
crown on you, but maybe in that jagged-scar-on-the- 
f orehead-the-gif t-and-the-curse type of way. I only 
know because I've seen your type before, see them 
all the time. 

I usually see them counting on their fingers or 
courting some other fine disaster, coming into their 
own after drugs or listening to Stones records or 
whatever quiet splendor your type is into. You're 
hoping mom is paying attention. You're hoping mom is 
proud. You love mom so much. 

( 11 : 16 ) 

Look, no, I need you right now. You need to stay 
focused. You need to pick a point and race there 
like you did, remember, barefoot on the grass, how 
unreal it felt the first time you took off barefoot 
your are? Everything has come together now to make 
you possible. And if you don't think that's the 
truth, then you can go fuck yourself. Do you know 
what "teleology" means: all moving toward a point. 
All has moved toward you, you are the point. 

You are the point. 

You slept long and well knowing you're very well the 
point of the damn thing. 

And the point is always . 

On time. 



(drawings by Amos Leager) 




Moringa 



by Dane Wade 



Morning, Sally Mae!” 

Dark, heavy eyelashes batted across bright, brown eyes. The young boy was 
flirting with the elderly cook behind the breakfast bar. Her back was turned to 
him and he hoped she would make him something sweet and free. Her slow, 
rolling body disguised swift hands. Her hair net revealed the back of her pale, 
somehow wrinkled neck. It tightly wrapped, meshed around her messy wet hair 
and connected to her gold-rimmed, thick lenses. They were cloudy and old, 
obscuring bright-green eye shadow and tired eyes. Antonio whined, “Come on 
Sally! I know you’ll make me something with chocolate chips?” 

“Sweetie, All I’m makin’ is a mess right now; you always have such grandiose 
idea’rs of my cookin’. If you think sweepin’ up the back room is oughta-matic- 
oughta-get-chocolate, you got another surprise cornin’ and I would never. . .” 

“Sally! Stop playin’ these games with my little heart; I’m only twelve for 
god-damn sake! You always...” 

“Boy, if you don’t watch that tongue of yours you’ll get a beating for 
breakfast!” Sally Rae turned around with a fierce gaze that cut through her 
bifocals and Antonio’s soul. He cowered. 

“God. . .blessssed. . .sake,” he chuckled, “I’m twelve; I barely know what that 
meant.” 

“No matter... what you say, well...” she trailed, as her large sagging 
breasts turned back to the mysterious work of art at the griddle. Her hands 
appeared every few seconds from behind an immense torso. Tony eagerly 
awaited her every move and her next word. 

Still facing away, she said, “Words have a power; cursin’ brings cursins 
and blessins bring blessins baby, and don’t you forget it.” Her gentle, stern 
voice seemed to wane into a few sobs. Without seeing her face he thought she 
must be crying. He focused to keep his face from looking concerned. He tried 
to think about his old house, the dog. All those happy thoughts started turning 
sad though, and as much as he wanted to feel tears rain down on his oily 
cheeks, all he could feel was heat and a rumble of thunder in his belly. 

He could hear her humming something happy. Apparently, he imagined 
her sobs, or maybe she swallowed her coughin’ because she was smoking 
again; he always told her to quit. She would stop for a few days, and then 
pretend after a while like she never cared a bit. 

Sally Mae loved to smoke the tobacco from the reservations. He loved 
the smell of it, but hated smoking for himself; had tried to pick up the habit 
but it just wouldn’t stick. Plus, if Sally saw him smoking she might actually 
beat him up, he thought. She would say what she said to Jimmy the other day, 
“makes you look like an old man in a bikini.” Jimmy and Antonio couldn’t 
stop laughing, the ridiculous image burned in their prepubescent minds like 




kindling for the fire. Antonio chucked to himself. Where was Jimmy today ? He 
probably was out somewhere in his pink bikini— 

“What in the heavens is so funny?!” 

“Aw, nothing Sally, I was just thinking about,” he swallowed air and held 
his wiggling diaphragm, “...never mind.” 

“Well, here’s your bacon and eggs, a hearty meal for a working man, we’ll 
start eating chocolate chip pancakes, when we’ve first learned what real food is.” 
She smiled cunningly, and set before him a mound of eggs scrambled with all 
the vegetables a kid could want, a glob of plain yogurt, and one small strip of 
bacon. It seemed to Antonio that she was waiting for dissapoinment, but he just 
wanted to eat. He had pretended to be well fed, but now she knew better. Before 
he could say thanks, or even grab his fork, he dug his grubby fingers into his eggs 
and began shoveling flashes of yellow mush into his small mouth. Coarse, black, 
matted hair faced Sally’s amused grin while his brow nearly touched the top of 
his plate. “Slow down kid! Where’s your manners?” She chuckled and walked 
back to her other customers who seemed less than amused. 

Antonio finished his plate before she returned, sat back in his chair like he 
owned the place and looked into Sally’s wrinkles, “Oooouuuiiii!” 

“Well, you’re very welcome Tony! Now my dear sunshine, before you jet, 
tell me what you’re up to today?” 

“I’ve got a few customers I gotta make happy, and then I’ll stay with my 
brother tonight.” 

A little angry, “Well, don’t you think you betta make a few bucks by gettin’ 
some schoolin’. I didn’t buy you those notebooks for nothin’.” 

“Ma’ you know nobody goes to school no more. Why go if you can’t get a 
diploma!?” 

“You go to school to learn, aint that what they doing in school these days!?” 

“Nope.” 

With that, Antonio dodged the conversation and ran for the door. But 
just before he could get to it he heard her yell those words he hated, and they 
hit him like stray gun fire every time, “love ya kid, you’re a good one!” He 
pushed through the door to smell the hard concrete and smoked barbeque 
wafting with him, away from Sally, away from goodness, and into reality. 
Antonio knew she wouldn’t give him free breakfast forever, he was afraid her 
goodness would wear out just like momma’s, but he knew he was a good one. 
Sally never lied, except for about her smoking habits. 

Sally always said a prayer for Tony after breakfast. She wasn’t making 
enough to help him to a good school, and she didn’t know his mother, or if 
he even had a mother, but she knew how to make breakfast. Sally Mae sat out 
back smoking, wondering if her mornings made a difference. 
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On Jtinuary 23, Mr. Edward Phil 
lips, an expert on Unidentified Flying 
Objects visited Longview and spoke to 
the students on what he has learned 
during 10 years of investigating UFOs. 

I lis lecture was divided into three main 
parts: 1 1 History, 2) Recent events, and 
3) Investigations conducted. 

One of the first points the speaker 
made was the UFO sightings are not 
new variances of the UFO story that 
has been told through the ages. The 
first rash of sightings occured near the ' 
time of the Roman Empire. Another 
rush of sightings occured during the 
Middle Ages. In 1899, an astronomer * 
observed a slow moving ‘‘meteor” 
which stopped abruptly and changed 
directions. We now know that it is 
impossible for a true meteor to behave 
in this manner. 

events, Mr. Phillips pointed out some 
interesting statistics which were made 
available due to a survey taken in 1973. 

It was learned that 95% of the popula- 
tion of the United States had heard or 
read about UFOs. It was also learned 
that 15 million Americans had made a 
UFO observation of one kind or anoth- 
er. Other astonishing figures uncov- 
ered by the survey were that51%of the 
people in the United States believe in 
the creditability of the UFO sightings, 
and 53% of the rulers of the world be- 
lieve in life on other planets. Mr. Phil- 
lips. at this time, hastened to assure 
his audience that neither he nor any 
other responsible UFO investigators 
wished to convey to anybody that they 
did or did not believe UFOs were pilot- 
ed by extra-terrestrial spacemen. Their 



function, as Mr. Phillips put it, was to 
"investigate as many sightings as pos 
sible. compile as much relevant data as 
possible, and leave speculation to oth 

ers.” . 

He then went on to give some fairly 
recent examples of UFO sightings. In 
1956, a Russian reconnaissance plane 
was paralleled by an object that did 
amazing aeronautical feats. It would 
lie flying at speeds greater than that of 
the Russian plane then it would abrupt- 
ly stop and change directions, going I * 
again at the same speed. Many of the i 
sightings and especially alledged land- k 
ings were confirmed by large circular ■ 
disks in the grass where the ship had I 
been. There was radiation discovered K 
and nothing could grow in the area for K 
months later. Another incident con- I 
cerncd a horse that was found with its I 
flesh stripped off and its eyes and brain I 
found 100 feet away from the rest of it. I 
This was in an area where there had I 
been a rash of UFO sightings. 

Mr. Phillips then went into the way I 
in which some of the investigations I 
were handled. He had considerable cri- I 
ticism for Air Force project "Blue I 
Book," which was commissioned by I 
the government to investigate the V 
sightings. Mr. Phillips accused the 
Blue Book of being skeptical, biased ■ 
and indifferent to the evidence that I 
came their way. 

wncW™, M r . Phillips stated 
that he felt that evidence he and others , 
have uncovered "definitely justified 
more extensive and better equipped in- 
vest. gat, ons? he stated the ho^. "that 4 
these would soon be forthcoming.” 






Student Interest in UK 




local artist profile; 
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Caleb Schraeder is a Kansas City artist 
who builds “intuitive, mathematically 
perfect, museum quality solid wood 
furniture.” Back in June, he emailed 
the Undercurrent staff and expressed 
interest in sharing his work with our 
readers. The photos he sent were 
interesting— not only because the pieces 
were a beautiful mix of modern design 
and rustic wood, but also because they 
are built from trees rescued throughout 
the city and surrounding area. I was 
curious how the city had impacted his 
work and vice versa, so I emailed him a 
few questions. Here are some excerpts 
from that interview... 

What inspired you to start creating furniture 
from found wood? 

I would say I started working with 
found wood out of necessity. When I 
started woodworking back in 20 1 0, 1 was 
hesitant to buy expensive hardwoods 
because I didn’t want to waste money 
or materials, so finding or discovering 
them this way was a great introduction 
to the diversity of the different species of 
domestic hardwoods. That slow process 
of introduction has now developed into 
a true passion for finding the gnarliest 
wood, the stuff that others would just 
throw away or burn... 

About his design process: 

When I first started designing my 
own work, I had no real method for 
expressing my ideas on paper. I think 
I googled something like “how was 
furniture designed in the 1800’s” or 



something like that. I read countless 
articles and eventually I stumbled upon 
the Golden Ratio. After a short study 
of this “new math” I developed a 
rudimentary application for my designs 
and started playing with it. It took about 
a year of studying and learning how to 
apply the new knowledge to my ideas... I 
essentially “created” my own method 
of designing furniture that requires no 
“real” drawing. Simply put, I just see it 
(the basic form of the finished piece), 
then perform my calculations and get 
started. It’s a very organic process that 
I don’t think would be possible if I had 
a more rigid and formulaic approach 
to design. It allows me to really pay 
attention to the grain of the wood and 
design around its idiosyncrasies and 
unique characteristics and pair that to 
the personality of my clients. I would 
say this approach is the key to my 
aesthetic. 

The story behind the walnut bench pictured to 
the right: 

I found that slab in a garbage can 
outside an old warehouse in downtown 
KCMO. I was there to pick up some 
free wood stacked next to the dumpster 
and noticed it poking out the top of the 
garbage can. I grabbed it as fast as I 
could and jumped in looking for more. 
I pulled out all this amazing walnut 
trim, thick boards that were labeled as 
chair leg parts and just an assortment 
of shorts (what furniture makers call the 
small cut-offs from larger boards). It was 
a huge score and if I remember right, 





that may have been the first pieces of Where he finds his wood: 

walnut I ever cut... I threw it in the cab ...Just driving the streets of KC. 

because it was just starting to rain. It I usually keep a chainsaw in the truck 

took up the entire cab of my truck. I when we have severe weather and 

wish I had a picture of that. clear the fallen timbers from the streets 

After I got home, I started studying and people’s yards. I generally ask 
that big slab, looking at each and permission, of course. I like to think I’m 

every grain line, memorizing it. It was helping my community by doing this, 

mesmerizing. A few weeks later, I was They don’t have to pay anyone to cut 

sitting at the stoplight where Emmanuel and haul the trees and I get free lumber. 

Cleaver blvd and 7 1 Highway intersect It’s a win-win for everyone, 

and noticed the supporting structures My primary source of lumber 

under the bridge. I think I liked the comes from having built a good network 

angles and clean lines. I squinted and of local sawyers, so I predominately use 

used my fingers as angle finders and took them for my wood. They’re just good 

a mental picture of the proportions/ ol’ boys that love cuttin’ wood. They’re 

angles, went home and started playing extremely responsible harvesters, some 

with the angles until it looked right of whom source only local lumber from 

and I got to work making it. This was the urban forest. I love that! The stories 

actually the first truly artisan piece of these trees could tell if they could talk! 

furniture I designed and built. Not only do they have a story, they have 



some of the most jaw dropping grain 
patterns. I would save every one of 
them if I could. 

Oddest place he’s found wood: 

I think the oddest place I’ve found 
wood is probably in my driveway. I woke 
up one morning and the sun was barely 
coming up. I was sitting in my truck and 
noticed a sycamore tree nicely stacked 
and organized along my driveway. One 
of my neighbors had trimmed some 
major branches from the tree in their 
back yard and had the guys bring it over 
to me. It was a nice surprise. I couldn’t 
wait to get home and look it over... I 
spent the rest of the weekend free-form 
carving one of the logs. It was my first 
attempt at carving. 

On the relation between his work and living in 
KC: 

I would say using wood from 
Kansas City has made me a better 
woodworker than I might have been if 



I were somewhere like Salina or a more 
rural area that didn’t have the resources 
we have here. Having access to the 
lumber and sawyers in every direction 
within a 50-mile radius has given me 
the ability to find these treasured, one- 
of-a-kind pieces of lumber. I still have to 
hunt but that’s just fun. 

I wouldn’t say using the wood from 
KC has changed my feelings about the 
city but the response and support I’ve 
been given from my neighbors and now 
friends in the West Plaza community 
has. The people in West Plaza are the 
shit! They’re there for each other in a 
way I’ve never experienced before in 
any other neighborhood and I am so 
impressed and thankful for them! They 
don’t complain about noise when my 
doors are open and I’m running loud 
tools or chainsaws. They’re supportive 
of it and have gotten behind me. They 
have changed how I feel about the city. 
This is my home. I’ve never experienced 
that before. 





Favorite thing about living in Kansas City: 

My favorite thing about living 
in Kansas City is... Kansas City. I’ve 
traveled all over the world and have 
honestly said, for as long as I can 
remember, this is my favorite city in 
the world. It’s small enough to be a 
community, yet large enough to provide 
everything we need. I don’t think I’m 
alone in that either. There is a damn 
near palpable energy in this city right 
now. We have so many talented and 
creative people who are getting things 
done. Like Wes Bergman and the crew 
at Betablox (the best small business 
incubator around). They love this city 
and are working there asses off to do 
what they can to improve and raise the 
bar here. 

What are some problems in the city you would 
like to see addressed? 

...We really need a more structured 
system for getting the sawyers connected 
to the arborist and tree care community 



Those interested in Caleb’s 
work can contact him at; 
ccschraeder@yahoo.com. 



so when a gorgeous urban giant is taken 
down, it’s not just thrown in the mulcher. 
This is also important because in the 
next couple years, the emerald ash bore 
is going to wreak havoc on the ash tree 
population. It’s going to drastically 
change the landscape of the city and we 
need to get a system in place to utilize 
this resource. We have around 400,000 
to 500,000 ash trees in the city and over 
4.5 million ash trees in the surrounding 
metro area. If we don’t have a system 
for utilization in place before it really 
starts to affect us, we will have wasted 
an enormous opportunity to turn a 
negative into a positive. 




Patrick Sumner, M.A. 



Reverseability 

Redefining disability is a task that many have taken upon themselves. Orga- 
nizations and associations have all tried to redefine the term in order to dispel 
stigma about this word: disability. Why have such a word at all in this era of 
gross economic disparity. Isn’t not having an income a disability? Is not having 
a home a disability? Is not having a place to sit and think for just a minute or 
two a disability? Is being normal a disability in a complex world? Even those 
who cast themselves into special interest groups of the disabled create another 
caste of oppression. This is then codified into norms and language. There is no 
normal, and there is no disability. I redefine the term here. 

Ecclesiastes said there is nothing new under the sun. Scientists and mathema- 
ticians say there is a universal reality. In psychology though, there is no such 
thing. Diversity is way more complex than multiculturalism. Even multiculturalism 
is defined by the norms of those academicians who write the books or organize 
trainings on the subjects. Diversity includes all individuals. These individuals, as 
the basic building blocks of society, do not share the same perception of reality. 
Parents, children, siblings, friends, and spouses all uniquely experience, perceive, 
and react to the world around them. 

So throw out ideas of normal reality, because culture is created through indi- 
vidual experiences and reactions. This means there are 7 billion and growing 
human cultures on this earth. If each has his or her own culture while interacting 
in diverse experiences and societies than what is a disability? 

I throw out the term disability. There have been movements to re-name 
that term as differently-abled, but that is still referring back to norms of ability. 
I call the thwarted term disability, reverseablity. Whether physical or mental, 
reverseability means empowerment for each to designate one’s own culture 
and one’s own norms. Is the paraplegic athlete always to be relegated only to 
sub-standard status? Is the brilliant person with any particular diagnosis such 
as schizophrenia or bipolar to always be relegated to a societal percentile? 

I challenge you to awaken to the dream of reverseablity. Take what life has 
given you and throw out negative definitions with love to the fullest. The sight- 
impaired hear better. The hearing impaired read body language more fully. 
The intellectually-impaired may experience joy more fully than those caught 
up in the maze of getting ahead. Each so-called disability brings a gift; that is 
why I call it reverseability. Reverse any obstacle, find adaptive ways of doing, 
find love amidst a fight, judge not things unknown and foreign. 

Reverseability is a way of being. Find your gifts amidst hardships and reverse 
the course of cruelty and judgment with a freeing sense of self-acceptance and 
universal love. Reverse the course of someone else defining who you are. Under- 
stand who you are in your own culture and your own norm. Reverse stigma, 
reverse abilities. 
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Fashionable Neckwear, 

The effect of a woman's coatuoio la 
very perceptibly Influenced by the 
way she dresses her neck. The girl 
who seeks to have all the elements of 
her attire blend Into a harmonious en- 
semble is very pritleal about her 
uockwear. for she realizes that a 
■lock which fuila to accord In color 
and character can mar the effect of 
the most fasbloudble gown. 

The displays of neckwear are no 



come cml go Is to pay mo ro and moro 
attention to the question of which 
style, is becoming to the fespeolal in- 
dividual who Is to wear It; and from 
all preseat Indications the autumn and 
winter will not show any more defi- 
nitely marked linos than did last year. 
—Harper’s Bazar. 

Hungarian Embroidery. 

Hungarian work la engaging tho ot- 
tentlon of tho linen-loving woman 



THE LATEST NECKWEAR NOVEL TIES. 



1 „ . - Fetching Top Coat. fcf “ ' ' ‘i. 

i when tho reaj -ekUi^jdays: arrive yoj 

• will see tho new. capo coat! ' Thlb 1/ 
i a fetching top garment on the Glendqi 

l woman; she of embbn point coqtoui 

• should go shy of It. It enhances thh 
. grace of the tall and willowy, womoji 

and Accentuates tho proportions o! 
her who has accumulated avoirdupois, 
says the Pittsburg Prose. 

One stylo of tho cape coat la fitted 
i closely about the • shoulders, while 
. the front and back have the full, capo? 
effect, with a rlppfe at the border. An- 
other style hag the box fronts, cul 
in a dip and with roll bunk rovers that 
are facod with the satin lining, Tho 
garment bat a graooful slopo undot 
the arm, holng closely adjusted. Tho 
back has a decided capo effect, rip 
pllng at tho border. Tho neck Is fin- 
ished with a narrow collar. Tho 
sleeves are wing shapo, with turn 
back cuffs. 

Changes in Hats. 

One of those curious changes In 
what had Appeared established as fash- 
lonablo for a so&Bon has occurred with 
regard to hats. Tho flat shapes re- 
main In full fashion. Indeed, but all at 
once It turns out that high erections 
are also favored; perhaps a majority 
of the smartest hats are dubbed "pic- 
ture,” In order that they may be turned 
up at ono side very high. This iu n 
revival of the fashion of a couplo'- of 
years ago, hut tho hats are now worn 
less back upon tho hoad than they 
then were, so that they have no halo 
like effect. 

To Cloanso Fabrics. 

When gasoline Id to be used no 4 
cleanser It will be found to be muct) 
more effectual If diluted In water. 
Purs gasoline serves merely to loosen 
tho dirt, while the addod water will 
wash away the traces of It. Uoo. li» 
tho proportion of two quarts <jf watei' 
to a cup of gasoline. Those who uso 11 
should understand that It is always 
employed at the flak of nu explosion, 

- The Nowest Shaped Skirts. 

All tho newest shaped skirts are 
made with moro fullness at the bach 
and ato curved outward at tho he^j 
Narrqyr flounclngs of tho material, 9U1 
on tho circle, appor on most of thf 
better class gown a, but for ordinary 
.wear they aro quite ptolh. and only 
just touch the ground at tbobaok. '*'$ 1 
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Wimihsoorita by Steve Mann 

* 
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Auhhh I'm going under I went over the edge of the channel. My waders are filling. 

I'm sliding into the deep. God help me. It's so dark, so cold. I'm going to drown. 

Nooo, water in my mouth, I'm breathing river water. 

Time seems to be suspended, slowed down to the quantum level. I feel a whirlpool, 
a vortex pulling me deeper spinning my life before me. 

I see the smile on Laurie's face when we were trout fishing on the river at 
J Tabernash. The look on Melissa's face when she was a baby sleeping in the crook of 
my arm flashes in the swirling waters. I see the faces of those in my life. I feel such 
i; loss. It's all there in front of my eyes. The waters become my tears, washing me in 
regret, pain, disappointment, sorrow and joys of my life sweeping over me. I feel 
the cold, deep, deep cold. I feel alive. I know how important my life is. I feel so 
much love. I want to live. I accept my fate. I look up and I see light. Then there is a 
i , presence speaking to me." I have work for you my son. You are in my service 
from this moment till I call you back." I feel her arms around me. I am in the 
presence of Love Spinning, floating in blackness then, I can feel the edge. I push 
fts M up, up, guahhh, air. I'm out of the channel coughing and spitting up dark, cold 
0 .«■ water. I have got to get out of this freezing water. I got to get back home, 
v 

E I don't hunt any more there’s no time. I love the birds too much. I've got to grow j 
food I've got to fix this mess we’ve made, change it. Some day she will call me back! 
m % to her. Till then I'm tied to this place on Earth doing this work, in service to Life. 






She caresses the lands from the high mountains of Montana to mingle with Old Man 
River at St Louie. Called Wimihsoorita by the Niuachi, she is better known as the 
Missouri. She is the longest river in North America and she holds my life. 

I heard the crack of Dave's shotgun up river, around the bend and out of my line of 
sight. What's he shooting at? There, it's a drake mallard. He got it. Look at the head 
lolled to the side. It must be out about 20 feet. Damn I hate to see wasted birds. I 
don't kill for the sport as much as the connection to my family traditions and for 
food. Roasted mallard is good eating. To be here this time of year on the river 
yea, this is where I belong. He should know better than to shoot at a bird out in the 
river. How'd he expect to get it? 




I'm not going to let this one be wasted. I'll follow it down the river and find a way 
to retrieve it. Too bad I don't have a Labrador, always wanted one for occasions like 
this. Well I'll have to take responsibility and retrieve the bird myself. He's starting to 
edge closer to the bank now. Maybe it will come close enough that I can wade out 
and rake it in. I'll grab that broken limb it's about 10 feet long. That'll work. I've got 
on my chest waders so I can go out quite a bit since the river is low this time of 
year. Ok I'll go in down there where the bank looks to have a gentle slope. Damn 
it's hard to keep up with the drake floating down river in the 5 mile per hour 
current. Ok here goes. Come on get over here. Hell it's floating by I'm going to get 
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JOHN MiNOUW 

Tlurt a grc*: many of Ik' nxnl profound Chan- 
ges affecting individuals and mcw; «v the rt* 
suit of procvh>Vb an alow- ax to tv ttvnrly itupro- 
oc{4iblc is an obwmition au«t of ax kn<- made 
time and again. Whew ww go to *Co a t dm like 
CARNAL KNORUSDCK where twenty yearn ate 
pvMntod in fifty -four hundred reconil*, wu are 
allowed to *oo tlmac imxoMv* wivodod up, ill- 
lowed to wiuiesn their often nhutlcriiii; offocia, 
and we am reminded that our wurUlx, too, ore be- 
ing slowly, radically altered. Whenever we have 
the ooportunity to gain insight into the nineteen 
fifties we can see (roceaaex nt work ia which 
"« ure now trapped, ffp, freaks. The Other Peo- 
ple. The Other World. The voan follow ini: I Ho 
Secoal World W» were the yeurs in which Use 
Penlogat. the Media .The CIA. Hie Nov* Oimim- 
ol* of Total Consumption Robot Control Tech- 
niques. congealed like n new plastic Out was 
poured over America aw) left to act and luirdon 
during the Fifties. Most cf us were sitting in 
classrooms when Diem wap killed, and though we 
siay haw been made aware of his deatk it would 
not have occutvd to u& that our generation would 
be offered up for slaughter in h» homeland and 
that for some of us years would he speal-up fight- 
ing the draft, in exile, or in biller and dangerous 
public protest. Nor for that matter, when the Bea- 
tles first appeared in our corny livmgrooma on 
the Ed Sullivan Show, could we have imagined 
oiaselvcs. all these dope-weary ywan, lotct . sit- 
ting around ii the ashes of numberless joints, 
listening to John Lotman'l shelled -oct voice dro- 
ning that the dream is over. 

V>*« cun s«c that the evil stupidity of planned 
ob6olcsence. the folly of “ harnessing nature", 
th» hysteria of containing the "Rods" . the psy- 
chosis of onaaments competition, the delusions 
of Foreign "Aid”, have become like magic balk 
bearings roiling from the bewildered fingers of 
some mickey mouse sorcerer’s apprentice igni- 
ting every real thing in choir path. The media 
kept Tinker Bell's wand between everybody's 
legs while the oil mo out. the fames gathered 
over the cities, the CIA hooked up to Bell Tel- 
ephone and more people than marched under Cae- 
sar went broke aiu) spent their last buck on a TV 
never to become an army. 

In his essay or LIBERATION, Herbert V, ex- 
cuse has written "The need for possessing, con- 
suming. handling, and constantly renewing the 
gadgets, devices, instrument*, engines, offered 
to and imposed on people, for using these wares 
e' en at the danger of one’s own destruction has 
become a "biological’' need.... The needs gerv 
crated by this system are thus eminently stabil- 
izing. conservative needs : the counterrevolutioo 
anchored in the instinctual structure.” 

Most Americans fundamental dependence on 
this hopeless situation ia which all of our energy 
and resources are wasted is directly controlled 
by the media. And it can be altered by media 
also. When fat Max Schorr was tramping around 
Telecraoh Ave. pushing a cheap oowsheet called 



the Berkeley llarh to bin few beatnik friends, no 
ooo could haw guessed the part the Vn dergico d 
Press Movement would play including hundred* 
of thousand* of people in the street* of Wash- 
inton. 

Television ttaoU is the modtem that no*. **** 
l» woken into, and in fact, la being Crofceo into 
by independent video tape groups nromi tbc 
country who have realized that organised corssr- 
unity efforts can be put through TV fresher and 
hotter lhan they can be pu 
hotter than they can pat through newspapers a- 
loius. And Ouv-c. as the controllers have loaned, 
both working together. are very effective- When 
Shore people whore values nr* not tied to death 
and control, gain entry' to, or influence over tele- 
vision. some of the weight pet on this all but 
lost Age bv the irresponsible and grew? nay ba 
lifted a little. Already, network* fer the exebres* 
of significant Video Tapes producea by the Other 
People exist, and Kansas City needs to be a 
port of this network. 

A Community Video Center here could take 
on projects like the following; extensive video 
documentation with personal interviews, case 
histories, and professional analysis Aaaattxutg 
the need for free legal abortion here. It would 
be impassible to assemble all of thf cases where 
free abortion could have avotdod personal d»- 
ostcr in the office of some official on any given 
afternoon, red written reports ore very easily ig- 
nored. 

Also, the reactions oT the officials to the 
presentation could itself be video taped red sVraa 
later to everyone concerned. The mstgot Free 
Health Clinic aad cooperative doctors and psy- 
chiatrists could help in the production cf tope* 
that would disseminate vital medical irTor nation 
free. The sane, for lawyers, electrician*. plu- 
mbers. Free information- llw to aurcive a grand 
jury, how to re-srirr apartment* when the land- 
lords won't answer the phone or fix the plumb- 
ing. The realities behind the struggle to hfth 
the Pennsylvania Freeway could be very oftect- 
ively dramatized on video tape. Paul Scbowmter 
of Gimme Shelter is currently beiag prosecuted 
for alleged acts cf violence against the police 
during the recenL Veteran's March here. If a good 
video group had been on the scene as they should 
bo nt marches, hard visual evidence would he at 
vailabie. If this city hod tapes to exehanpt' with 
other communities around the country, the influx 
of data and idoas oo community problems best 
dealt with through video would be arazing red 
stimulating. 

A few tapes haw been made here and the ru- 
diments of a Video Center exists. DUTmotccre- 
ra unity events, like the lectures on dome build- 
ing at ARC were taped and shown to baited ao- 
dienccs. but facilities ace lacking at the present 
to put this medium to full use. Fufttxv articles 
will explore is detail the problems faced by the 
struggling video center here, hem- w* cam all help 
it grow and use its potential to the fullest. 



yy is not l v. 
Videotape 
is TV flipped 
into itself. 
Television 
has to do with 

transmitting 

information 

over a 

distance. 

Videotape 

lias to do with 

infolding 

information- 

feedback. 







On the Road: 

From Zinesto Filmmaking 



Two Kansas City zine makers , Rachel 
Allison and Jessica Hogan, will be traveling 
this Fall to start a documentarian film process 
about the lost artwork of Rachel’s late father, 
the underground Native American artist Jaye 
Allison- famrzla. I met with them in early 
August to discuss the process of their new 
film. 

When Rachel Allison was trying 
to come up with ideas for making a 
zine, she did not know it would lead 
her to making a documentary film. 

“I was working on my first zine 
and trying to put it together in time 
for Chicago Zine Fest,” Rachel 
shared. “I gathered all these materials 
together and realized that most of it 
was my Dad’s stuff. Then I realized 
that I should just make a zine about 
my dad’s artwork,” she stated. 

“Then one day I thought, what if I 
just tried to talk to people and get them 
to say stuff on tape? Because then I’ll 
have those stories,” she shared. “I was 
always fascinated by my dad’s life,” 
she continued. “I have this lunchbox 
full of letters that my dad sent me, 
and people have commented that they 
never had that. It’s like having this 
poetry and art that he made for me. 
Why wouldn’t I try to share that with 
other people? It’s like me giving back 
to him for caring,” she said. 

When Rachel shared her vision 
with her friend and roommate Jessica, 
it was met with enthusiasm. 

“We just realized how doable 



everything was,” commented Rachel. 

“We can do a fundraiser, we can do 
research, we can get this equipment. 
This is possible,” added Jessica. 

The two harnessed their potential 
and created a fundraiser, raised 
money, purchased equipment and 
soon they will hit the road to begin the 
hlmmaking process. Their approach? 
Do the research necessary to learn 
some hlmmaking techniques and then 
learn the rest as they go along. 

“You just have to do it. That’s how 
you learn,” said Jessica. 

Jessica has worked on film projects 
in college but says this is her first serious 
film. She understands the difficulties 
involved. Keeping a positive outlook 
when facing challenges has been helpful. 

“Anytime something interesting 
happens, we reflect, ‘Well we learned 
something just now’,” she stated. 

Rachel also has a background in 
do-it-yourself projects which helps 
inform their approach. 

“I like to do things by myself or 
with very little help or assistance from 
other people a lot. I’m used to feeling 
independent and knowing I need to 
do a lot of stuff and that’s how its 
supposed to be,” Rachel shared. 

The knowledge they are gaining 
is not just from their own experiences, 
but from others who have gone before 
them. Rachel has a few friends who 
just finished filming on the road and 
they have been resourceful about the 
technical processes. 




Most filmmakers have shared that 
they just need to try things out and 
learn as they go along. But this doesn’t 
come without fears and anxiety. 

“I’m really nervous, its all 
happening really fast, we are leaving in 
two weeks, we don’t know what’s going 
to happen, we don’t know how it’s 
going to turn out and we won’t know 
for a few months,” Jessica shared. 

“But I keep telling myself that I 
need to get over that and take each 
day one at time and watch it unfold 
organically,” reflected Jessica. 

Rachel says having a support 
system of friends has also helped. 
When she’s feeling nervous about the 
project, her friends say, “‘Well you 
just have to do it and its goin g to be 
amazing so just shut up and do it!’ or 
‘Yes! Its going to be amazing and who 
cares what happens?,”’ added Rachel. 

“That’s really important to have 
in general in life, but especially when 
you are trying to do some huge thing,” 
she reflected. 



By the end of the project, they 
hope to have learned more about 
filmmaking and production. One 
possible outcome could be going 
on tour and sharing the film and 
process with others. They might 
share tips about filmmaking and some 
installations that encourage people to 
create their own films. 

“I think its important to do 
something when you feel so strongly 
about it, because you don’t know whats 
gonna happen. What if I never tried to 
do this project?,” inquired Rachel. 

“Time is of the essence. You can’t 
wait around for things. You just have to 
start doing them. We are only getting 
older. We really got to strike while the 
iron is hot,” added Jessica. 

“Don’t be scared to try to do 
something. Try to reach out. Who cares 
if it fails. Or if it takes some other form 
that’s fine too,” concluded Jessica. 

Be on the lookout for the Dusty 
Graves film! Follow updates on their 
web site at www.dustygravesfilm.com 




FOR THE SEEDS 



by Chris Mills 



Regardless of what socio-economic 
group you fall into, the “American 
Dream” ideal and the notion that every 
generation will naturally supersede the 
efforts and works of their elders have 
almost proven that no matter how 
unnerving the present feels, the glass is 
still half full. 

But painter, teacher, musician, 
overall renaissance man, and one- 
half of Kansas City hip hop duo, The 
Deep Thinkers, Aaron Sutton, doesn’t 
necessarily believe the hype that’s 
brought us to the present day. 

“If you’re not in the schools, if 
you’re not dealing with kids, you don’t 
know what the hell is going on. They 
take the temperature. They are the 
thermometer.” 

While this isn’t much of a stretch, 
a lot of his beliefs could be deemed 
radical by a big slice of the population. 
There’s nothing arm-chair about his 
stance on social issues. Sutton taught 
for two years at the Seton Center, an 
alternative school at 18th and Olive in 
Kansas City, Missouri for kids who are 
wards of the state and kids who have 
been kicked out of other schools in 
the metro area. Currently, he teaches 
at Arts Tech, and also teaches hands- 
on hip hop lessons to Kansas City 
youths all over the city as an instructor 
at the Hip Hop Academy. Recording 
and performing music with his main 
producer, Leonard DStroy, he’s earned 
a rep as a seasoned, top-tier lyricist in 



town. As a former, admittedly-reluctant 
Kansas City Alt Institute student, he’s a 
well-read, fiercely creative, and outside- 
the-box mind. 

As an instructor, he’s taught kids 
from all walks of life, but he’s reaching a 
strange pinnacle through his experience 
as a teacher. 

“Educationally, we are in the worst 
situation ever, whether you believe it or 
not. It’s 2014 and we’ve got this and 
that, it doesn’t matter! It is worse than 
ever. High schoolers are graduating 
with a fourth grade reading level,” he 
told us one afternoon. 

“I don’t want to be a pessimist or 
anything, but when you look at who’s 
raising who, it’s even worse now because 
you do have pre-teenage pregnancy. 
You have massive amounts of children 
that have been discarded who are being 
raised by their grandmother. You’ve got 
grandmas in their thirties now. Kids are 
having kids younger, so the grandmas 
don’t have any elder wisdom.” 

Sutton attempted to relate to me 
personally this afternoon, before I 
could soak it in. “Me and you, you’re in 
your 30s, right?” he asked. 

I nodded in confirmation. 

“Me and you have a responsibility 
for the youth, everybody behind us, and 
everybody in front of us. For real, that’s 
us. We’re in-between there. We need 
to have a relationship with both ends. 
When you think about girls having 
babies, like pre-teenage, that means 




Aaron Sutton isn’t buying into a 
“post-racial ” America. 



you’re 12. You’re not even 13.” 

Aaron is also raising a son in what 
he believes to be tumultuous times. 
He insisted that he does not want to 
program his son to become a mirror 
image of himself, but just like many 
parents or guardian figures, he does 
have a natural instinct for what he 
wants his son to see, hear and absorb. 
Sutton raps on The Deep Thinkers’ 
ADHD Remixes, “I gotta keep you silly 
niggas out the sight of my son / It’s 
only begun, the youngins livin’ life on 
the run / Ain’t many ways to get paid 
when you’re black in the slum.” 

Aaron’s son, the same one he 
was referencing in the line above, is a 
vegetarian at ten years old. It’s not easy 
for many adults to hear a ten year-old 
child talking about diglycerides in the 
school cafeteria or mentioning black 
leaders who do not fall in line with the 
safe historical figures we hear about 
every February. 

Aaron described himself as feeling 
“hurt” when his son said that his teacher 
completely shut down Malcolm X one 
day last year, after his son brought 
the activist to the attention of his 
classroom. His son repeated to Aaron 
what the teacher told him: “Malcolm 
X went to prison,” as if that was the 
man’s defining moment in life. 

“I just wish there was more research 
and investigation into things that people 
aren’t comfortable with. People don’t 
really talk about race in a class setting,” 



Sutton vented to us. He frequently used 
the term “post-racial” in our sit-down. 
After some research, it’s hard to disagree 
with Sutton’s counterculture notion 
that the term “post-racial” is more of 
a fa£ade pulled over the collective face 
of America in support of — or as a result 
of — a bicultural president. Better yet, 
think of “post-racial” as referring to 
a society in which racism is magically 
swept under the rug. 

Aaron believes that education 
for minority children, and kids from 
working-class families specifically, 
must take place outside of the public 
education system as much if not more 
than it should take place within the 
walls of any school. But what is really 
happening in K-12 classrooms these 
days? For one, Aaron said that many 
students are “medicated,” just a second 
before correcting himself and replacing 
the adjective with “drugged-up.” 

“Drugs are the first thing that they 
run to,” he said, regarding society’s 
reaction to behavioral traits deemed 
abnormal in public schools. He also 
described a list of personality disorders 
that, as he told me, did not exist prior 
to public school integration. 

Regarding the U.S. education 
system, Aaron believes that older 
white and black women filling inner 
city teaching staff positions all over the 
country is counter-productive. 

“I tell this to my son all the time,” 
he spilled before expounding upon 




older teachers educating black children 
in public schools. “They love you right 
now. You’re a puppy to them. You’re 
cute and you’re cuddly. But once you 
turn into that pit bull, that’s it. They’re 
calling the pound.” 

“They mean well,” he continued. 
“Don’t get me wrong, you have white 
females that are open and cultural and 
they’re not afraid, and they’re not driven 
by these prejudices that society throws at 
them in regards to dealing with African 
American men and children. Like I 
say, at a certain age and a certain time, 
[African American males] are feared. 
How is it that [white teachers] can set 
someone up for life to be an asset to 
society but you truthfully have a fear 
and a level of distrust for this person?” 
He once again cited that because 
kids are having their own kids earlier 
in life, elderly women who are still 
teaching in inner city public school 
districts are rather alien to a lot of 
those kids from working class homes 
which lack elder wisdom. 

“I’m not trying to generalize or 
throw them all up under it. But there 



are things I’ve experienced and things 
I’ve heard my son’s teachers say, and 
the way they relate, and it’s just crazy.” 
He added, “You have a generation that 
may be raising people that they fear. 
Not all of them, but some of them. 
I’m having this critique of them, but 
at least they’re there. A lot of them 
do care, and they take it home with 
them. Teaching is crazy. There’s almost 
nothing realer than teaching.” 

From raising his son, to teaching 
kids that are not related to him and 
listening to other teachers, Aaron knows 
firsthand the power that lies within the 
proliferation of information. Perhaps 
it’s a story for another day, but he also 
holds his ground on the proliferation 
of lies. “Kids are lied to daily,” he told 
us. Though his outlook on the current 
school climate could be considered 
gloomy, his future forecast seems a bit 
more positive. Regardless of whether 
you’re young enough to learn or old 
enough to teach, Aaron Sutton believes 
that there is no better time than now for 
everyone to get active on both fronts. 



DOING TIME BY Charlie Zayfor 8^-14© 




What does yoir 
signs a/? 



work 
for food. 



How about some River 
Dance for a gluten free 
baloney sandwich ? 



No 

thanks! 




What's on Mayo I 

the baloney \ 

sandwich ? 

) I 

Til do ft, I So for it. 
lover 






JOXa^im &C.UGLM 

lastCAiw coMMism ivuk.i want 




Image Source: Westport Trucker: circa 1976 * Article Source: Longview Slugline: circa 1972 



Racism may be flourishing today 

Karen Brewer 



Racism is not dead; it is very 
much alive. And it is not being 
conquered or controlled very 
much in today’s society. In .fact, 
in many ways, it may be flour- 
ishing. 

The theory is that the minor- 
ity groups are kept around be- 
cause there is an economic need 
for them. They do the labor 
when there is a shortage of man- 
power, such os during the two 
world wars where a significant 
number of blacks were hired, 
then fireddater when the white 
soldiers returned. Today racism 
is disguised under the guise of 
equality and equal rights. Min- 
ority groups may get equality 
under the law, but they do not 
get justice. . , 

They do not get justice or the 
jobs they need because many 
times they are notqualifiedto 
hold the position. They have not 
had the education or the train 

And according to Sidney Will- 



helm in his book Who Needs the 
Negro? there will be a shortage 
of jobs, therefore there will not 
be room for the blacks. There 
will be no economic need for 
their manpower. Computers, he 
declares with statistics and 
valid arguments, are taking 
over the economy and the work 
force. Big business replaces its 
workers with computers when- 
ever possible so that they can 
produce more goods and, at the 
same time have less people on 
the payrolls. This may come 
down to the fact that no one will 
be able to pay for their products 
because they don’t have a job — 
but this doesn’t seem to deter 
Big Business very much. 

The Negro or Black and other 
minority groups because of ra- 
cism and the lack of economic 
need for their services may be 
eliminated eventually; geno- 
cide may take place as it did 
with the American Indian — 
who was forced out of the white 



a slave or fit into the economic 
system. 

Racism has not been elimin- 
ated today. It has not been eli- 
minated through civil rights — 
because the Black and other 
minority groups still do not get 
the opportunities that the white 
man does in this society. And it 
there is a shortage of jobs, thc> 
will, in all probab ility, be 
kicked out of the economic ay 
stem or else they will be elimin 
ated through genocide because 
they are competitors for the 
white man's job. 

This theory or idea does not 
present a very pretty picture; ir 
act, it is a very depressing tc 
say the least. What Sidney Will 
ielm finally suggests is that 
there is a need for a different 

BUrk?h C ~ and that ‘he 

Black through his rebellion mat 

provide this different system 

But who can say? Only time will 




KC Free Skool Class Report: Sonic Vibrations: The Life and Life of 
You, Me, and Sun Ra 



Last Fall, my boyfriend and I registered for KC freeskool's first online class which 
was about the Mythocracy of Sun-Ra facilitated by artist Ariel Abrahams. Through 
a series of video chats and collaborative online exercises, we connected with 
people from New York to California and shared ideas and observations 
about Sun-Ra's myth making in his art. Some questions we used for direction 
included 1) What is Sun-Ra's mythocracy? 2) How does he create and maintain it? 
3) Is it believable? 4) And what is our own mythocracy about? 



On one level, the class was an experiment in how virtual technology might work 
for online collaborative learning. Although technical difficulties in video chat felt 
disjointed, they also lended themselves to an improvised jazzy feel that made 
the sessions feel fun, light, and experimental. We were assigned homework 
which involved reviewing articles and videos about Sun-Ra's art and philosophy. 
We authored and shared our own experimental mythocracies and met one final 
time in a live google document that we created together with some free flow 
questioning, introspection, and play. We contributed thoughts into a continuous 
document by expressing ourselves in the moment with different fonts and colors, j 
exploring ideas that came up in relation to Sun-Ra, technology, and society. 

It was silly, it was fun, and it was even a little scary (for me) to be crammed into 
this focused virtual space with differing values and ideas propelling and melding 
together. 








Learning about Sun-Ra 

(We were assigned some of the following videos, audio files, and texts. I ve 
included them in my report in case you find yourself wanting to do your own 
experimental learning. 



Watch: 



You caji also access a reading list from a class 
taught by Sun-Ra In 1971 about the Black Man | 
And the cosmos at http://goo.gl/qbNKb7 



"A Joyful Noise" 59 min. 1980. directed by Robert Mugge. 
httn7/voutu.be/UINN bQzCPE 



vl 



Sun-Ra’s Poetry. Several videos to watch at http://goo.ql/ziQPrP 



Transcript for Amiri Baraka on "This Planet Is Doomed: The Science Fiction Poetry 
of Sun Ra" at http://goo.gl/kwwTpV 






Learning Outcomes 



K 



We analyzed how Sun-Ra creates his own mythos and questioned if he believed 
in his own performance. When we began thinking about our own mythos, many 
of us had trouble creating mythocracies. Some of us felt we do not know where 
we are headed, we do not understand our roots, and we are confused in general 
about what our own imagined mythos might be. 



In our final meetup we connected our studies and questions to larger concepts 
such as technologies and society, feelings of hopelessnesses in the face of debts, 
and denial of world realities. A few pages from this final collaborative meetup are 
included in my report. 



* ST 



About Kansas City Free Skool 



Kansas City freeskool is a local network of artists, creatives, teachers, and learners 
that come together to share activities, games, workshops, discussions, and classes 
for people of all ages. Traditionally freeskools are born out of an anarchist 
tradition, which Wikipedia defines as "a decentralized network in which skills, 
information, and knowledge are shared without hierarchy or the institutional 
environment of formal schooling." The Westport Trucker, a local underground 
newspaper of the past, mentions a free skool in operation in the 1970s and its 
possible that UMKC's Communiversity was originally born out of these egalitarian 
concepts. To find out more about KC freeskool events, execute a google search 
using the keywords KC DIY Freeskool . They have a google calendar, facebook 
page, and wordpress web site — although these are not always up to date. Happy [ 








Images from KC Free Skool Sun Ra Class. Students created a collaboraite document to explore concepts 
related to Sun-Ra’s mythocracies, selves, and society. Summer 2014. 



I was wondering about that when reading everyone's mythocracy 
documents. It seemed like nomadicism was a common theme, as was our 
inability to directly answer the question "Where are your people 
going?" 

with unlimited choices comes harder decisions...MMMM 

True, i am still trying to figure out my direction, i think i know what it 

is, but I like to be open for it to change... 



Do you feel like you have unlimited choices? I feel so sometimes but at others I 



remember the other Big D. () 



DEBT 



Unlimited choice seems like an illusion to me. 

And it certainly would be more limited the lower in economic strata you go, to say nothing of 
race/gender expression etc. 

Is Occupy (MOVEMENT) the Sun Ra making a MYTHOCRACY against the 
banks? 



i gr eatly appreciate you saying so. THE BIG is part of the 

mythocracy surrounding debt, for unfortunately, as much as you can wish it 
away AND PLEASE DO, it does provide some “real” barriers but i truly 
believe only for those that are seeking the fruit of the system: GOOD credit, 
a nice home, a nice new car. 

HOW CAN WE CREATE A 
MYTHOCRACY OF OUR 
STUDENT DEBT? 



Debt influences so much of my life! 
Debt influences so much of my life! 



LIKE WHEN YOU GO TO A RESTAURANT AND THEY SERVE BLAST 
LUNCH AND DIN DIN ALL DAY AND YOU CAN’T FUGGIN DECIDE 



Do you folks often think about the value (or lack there of) of Direction 
(THE BIG D). 

Yeah, 

It is hard to focus with so much output. 

To make some bold sonic connections: 

Noise Music, Coltrane blasts 

Are we living among too many artifacts? 

How do we clean everything up? 

. 

Maybe we need robots like in Wall-E? 

Is anyone brave enough to destroy the whole thing? 

And then what would happen after? 

Apocalypse preparation is so big right now... is it, still? But the aesthetic of that mess seems so 
humorless and wrongheaded. Like it's what your dad who started calling himself a libertarian two 
years ago does to ruin his life. 

X feel like practically the whole thing needs to be destroyed, or it will destroy itself, so we should 
try to kick down the bad things, hang on to the good things, and never not prep hard/party hard. 

Easier to be brave with a bunch of other people trying to be brave! 

It can be hard to make sense out of a lot of information — i've been 
using tools to better track what I am reading and studying, like diigo 
and pocket and evernote . i'm hoping one day all this reading and 
studying will come together in a way that makes sense is helpful and 
empowering for me, maybe helps me figure out where i want to go. 

Something that I have come to terms with is that even if I don't 
remember information that I've read, processed, studied. I've let go of 
the need to hold onto it all. I know that it has influenced me. Same 
with Sun Ra. Even if we dance around him, he has influenced us. 



Isn't knowledge invisible? 






photos by Adam Meredith 



by Taylor Fourt 



It’s hot and you walk out into it. 

The crops are lush today. Mangos are 
stacked in piles of bright rubies and 
gold. Cherries free to try, are mountains, 
black and inviting. Heads of romaine 
and kale form bushels, into which 
curious hands explore. An overwhelming 
amount of chatter subdues buskers 
while a megaphone somewhere squawks 
“-ONLY 5$ AT THE INFORMATION 
BOOTH”. Buildings erected in the 40s 
form an upside down L-shape of sorts, 
surrounding a large square that runs 
up Main for a few blocks. Each store 
is no more than 25 feet across its front 
fa£ade, and all are bordered entirely by 
large windows, as if to peer from the 
skeleton into the many gaskets of a fully 
functioning machine. Before each one is 
ample space for produce, spice, or tea 
stands, which every business utilizes to 
its fullest. 

You step into the madness. 

A huge throng of moving bodies swarms 
the produce; mothers, grandfathers, 
children - all pluck their preferences 
out of existence and into crackling 
plastic bags. More experienced pillagers 
examine their wares before purchase, 
while others simply grab the first they 
can manage, tugging by the wrists their 
children, screaming. Some patrons 
rustle for change, exchanging bills with 
friendly vendors. They smile because 
it’s cheap. You smile because you know 
the truth. If you come around every 
weekend for three months because you 
have some shit job waiting tables and 
you spend your tips on food, eventually 
the staff starts to recognize you. And, if 
you’re lucky, they let you run off with 
even cheaper grapes. 

Sliding through the crowd, a snake 
going upriver, you are suddenly 




smothered by the smell of gyro and 
curry powder. In the small restaurant, 
you see the friendly woman that always 
calls you beautiful, who today, like 
most days, is behind the counter, taking 
orders for samosas and pita pockets. 
But you do not enter. 

Up the way, past the bubble tea shop and 
burrito spot, is a small mart owned by the 
same family and your first destination. 
This brick building is humble and cool, 
pipes protruding from the rafters. What 
it lacks in setup it makes up in product. 
Ceylon tea, Turkish delight, and Halal 
meats line the shelves, among other 
golden crescent favorites. White bins 
on old wooden tables are full of nuts, 
dried fruits, and candies, and everyone 
circles around them, a carousel of 
paper bags and metal scoops. It’s two in 
the afternoon and only a tv negotiates 
news or sports warmly over whispers 
of customers. You’re here for black 
currants, Japanese peanuts, and dates. 
Nothing more. 

Every time you browse the day’s 
selection a thought skates through 
your mind: ignore the cardboard signs 
and drive your hands right into the 
lentils. Feel the grains against your open 
palm. But you don’t, today. Instead you 
unceremoniously drop your bags of 
blackcurrants, Japanese peanuts, dates, 
and Jordan almonds in front of the 
cashier, and ask him how his business 
day went, if the market was crazy like it 
is every weekend. The owner, an always 
smiling Arabic man with a full face and 
full belly, chortles in agreement and 
blames the heat, then does mental math 
to calculate your total. Like always, 
you’re impressed. You remember how 
the last time you came in he commented 
how nicely you smelled, how he mused 



he might visit Winslow’s for some 
barbeque. You remember laughing, and 
not because you agreed with him. 

You pay, thank the two for their time 
and mean it. 

Continuing up the way, you pass an 
authentic Middle Eastern restaurant 
owned by the same family yet, and 
then the Louisianan style cafe whose 
beignets could stop time. At the top 
of the hill going up the main stretch, 
you pause to assess, out of foot traffic’s 
way, of course. IN front of you perched 
on a stool is a bearded 20-something, 
strumming a guitar and singing, the 
instrument’s case open like a beggar’s 
hands before him. To your immediate 
right is another stretch of family-run 
shops and restaurants. This isn’t the 
first time you will stand here, waiting, 
people watching. And it certainly won’t 
be your last. You continue. 

That rich fog of grilled food- a cloud 
of pepper and pork- engulfs you. 
People stand all around, cooks yelling 
large orders of turkey legs, burgers, 
all elbows and ketchup-squirt sounds. 
This is perhaps the only place where 
you’ll have to push your way through a 
group, if not solely because Americans 
apparendy love to stand still in awe 
waiting for grilled meat. You rebirth on 
the opposite side of the crowd. After 
making eye contact, a balding man 
behind his table of wares greets you 
with a stout, practiced “How are ya! 
Try some of my bread today!”. You 
do. You sample sweet cranberry scone, 
then classic Italian with oil, and sour 
kalamata olive, and suddenly you’re in 
his spider web. You go inside the bakery. 
The ceiling is higher and the air 
conditioning pushes the smell of flour to 
the heavens. A library of bread rests on 





the counter to your left, while pastries, 
macaroons and quiches are relics under 
a glass display. From this vantage point, 
you can see into the kitchen itself, where 
a girl rolls dough. It’s awfully crowded 
in here, like it normally is, and you 
figure since last weekend you bought 
that chocolate croissant, you don’t really 
have to buy anything today. You turn 
about face and exit. 

The walkway is coming to a close as you 
pass the last of the shops, a Brazilian 
food spot, a sandwich joint. Soon you’ll 
have no more safety net of canopy. From 
here you can see the Eastern side of 
the square, and the giant yard sale that 
pitches its tents on the hot cobblestone 
every Sunday. Running parallel to the 
top of the square are three stretches for 
local growers and artists to sell their lives 
work. This is the “farmer’s” market. 
Meaning, one spot could simply sell 
organic vegetables, while the next 



specializes in handmade incense and 
candles, the next, an dog treat company 
from town. For every family there is 
a stoiy to why they come. For eveiy 
customer there is a story to how they 
parked. Each is a miracle. 

The Historic City Market is one of 
Kansas City’s greatest hidden treasures. 
It’s been around for over a century, 
starting off as a harbor to the west, 
and becoming a home for the people 
that would come to this hot asphalt 
promiseland for decades. Each family 
business, restaurant, and stall is a 
snapshot of one of the cities many 
cultural identities, and the histories 
behind how and why they got there. 
Our city’s farmer’s market is as unique 
in its wares as it is in the people who 
sell them. It’s a portal into the lives of 
many. And for many, it’s a lovely way to 
connect to Kansas City. 
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they talkin' about nuclear war 



it's a motherfucker , don’t you know 
if they push that button , your ass must go 



they'll blast you so high in the sky 



you'll kiss your ass goodbye 



radiation . mutation 



hydrogen bombs , atomic bombs 



what you gonna do without yo ass? 
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MAP PREPARATION 

This mop has been sketched by IN 
Patriotic Contribution of; 
Richord K. Lorvttiser. Artist 
November, 1954 







About the contributors 



Amanda Rehagen is co-editor of the zine Undercurrent. Prom 2002 
2005 she self- published the mini-comic Lovely Ugly Cruel 
World. Her illustrations have appeared in a number of other zines 
and small press publications. Since 2002, she has worked as a 
designer with small arts non-profit Cbairit Icon Arts & Youth 
Development. 



Taylor Fourt is probably developing carpel tunnel. View the things 
she makes on tr4taft. tumblr.com 



Patrick Sumner has a Master's in American Studies from KU and 
has recently started an. Interdisciplinary Ph.D at UMKC. 



Crystal Flic is an artist, cat lover ancUnr-nrf tc Wizards. For 
^informative viewing pleasure, check out. her website- 
Clynn61e.wix.com/ thecrv sr-HlfiV- 



Glen Johnson is a man who has been blessed with the ability to do 
whatever the situation 'requires to make life better, for myself and 
others. I have a home in Kansas City, but spent the summer * v 
visiting Dallas Texas. . 







1 


5 Ft 9 * 1 






L Bgpi| 




sift- Hlwfe 






Call for Submissions 



Looking for artwork, essays, or true stories obout supernatural 
encounters for a new zine about strange but true experiences with the 
unknown. Tell us your ghost stories, paranormal encounters, or 
unexplained experiences. We arc more interested in non-chemically 
induced stories that occurred within a sober-minded state of being. 
Please send your artwork, poetry, short stories, and essays to Stephanie 



and Adam by emailing 



The Deadline for this zine is December 31. 2014. All contributors 



will get a free copy of the zine and may be invited to participate in 
related projects or performances that expand upon the zine 
publication. 



Pssst,,, The next issue of Undercurrent will be released in 201 5! 
For more information go to undercurrentkc.tumblr.com 
or find us on Facebook, Send all communications to 
undercurrentkc@gmail.com 



